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Hope Is Here 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s a little negative, but of course there\'s a good ending. 


1968 


| had been with Pink Floyd for a while now, and | was getting more comfortable with the band, but not so much 
the attention we were getting. In all honestly it did make me nervous. | was a quiet man, and | didn't like being 


approached by strangers and asked to sign things; it was embarrassing to me. 


As we grew more successful, | grew lonelier, and | often found myself taking long walks in the park or feeding 
the ducks by the pond. | began to grow paranoid of being seen or chased by people, and to cope with that | 


was smoking pot more regularly. It was a release for me, you could say. 


We were in the US. now, and my nervousness and paranoia skyrocketed, and being in an unfamiliar place didn't 


help either. | finally admitted to myself that | was depressed, but what specifically about | did not know. And to 


find a real solution to my problems was something | hadn't thought of until now. 


After taking some time to think | did decide to cope with it a number of ways. | saw girls, | smoked pot, | did a 
few other drugs; experiment. But by the next few months | was sinking deeper. What was the solution? It 
seemed | had tried everything but to no avail. 


| sat in the park on the swing wallowing in my misery, occasionally kicking the woodchips that covered the 
ground. And sometimes my head would droop and I'd jerk my head up. It began to rain lightly and | cursed 
under my breath; it was never my day to be happy. 


Some people said | had it all: the attention, the money, and the success. But none of that mattered to me. | was 
just tired of being alone and judged. | was nearing my danger zone, and | thought of my friends and what was 
left of my family, and wondered if they'd ever care or being majorly effected if | was to just.. be gone one 
day. 


| sat on the wooden seat of the swing pondering these dangerous thoughts, and by this time it had begun to 
pour. My clothes were soaked all the way though, and my hair clung to my neck. But | didn't care; | was a 


loser anyway. 


| heard shouting that seemed to come out of nowhere, shaking me out of my daydreams immediately. | looked 


up and squinted my eyes to shield them from the rain. 


A woman in a black raincoat and rainpants was speed-walking towards me, a big umbrella over her head. | 
sighed in frustration, guessing it was another fan. They seemed to recognize you from anywhere at any 
distance. | put on my best fake smile for whoever it was, and she stopped in front of me and held the 


umbrella over our heads. 


"What on Earth are you sitting out here for? You'll catch cold!" She said, almost sounding like she was 
panicking, and | grew a bit weary. 


"You think?" | laughed bitterly. She gave me an annoyed expression and reached over and gripped my arm 
tightly. "Let's go." It wasn't a request, it was an order. And how she said it, completely changed my mood. | 
forgot about all my negative, dangerous thoughts and stood up, and before | could really think about anything, 


she was leading me away from the swings and out of the park. 


| was dazed. Everything had passed so quickly. We left the park, we drove in her car, and now | was sitting in a 
robe in her apartment on a loveseat next to the window that overlooked the city streets. And | was still 
confused, and | felt like | was in a trance. But | felt good - content almost. Someone, a person | didn't even 


know, cared for me. 


"You alright, David?" She said, handing me a mug of something that was steaming hot. She had learned my 
name when she saw my ID in my wallet when she took my clothes and put them in the dryer. Her name was 


Anya, and she lived alone after her husband passed away in a motorcycle accident two years ago. 


We had talked and she knew right off the bat that | was not exactly in a good space, that something was 
bothering me. And usually | had trouble expressing my feeling to people, but | found that my troubles seemed 
to flow out of me. And it felt good, and maybe that's what | needed; to just talk to someone who would listen. 


And Anya felt the same way. When her husband, Daniel, died, she said she went absolutely berserk. It was 
anger mostly, the "why did this have to happen to me?" feeling. "And people sugar-coated his death. It seemed 
no one was really affected by it. And that people told me to just move on immediately." She said. And it made 
her mad because she was close to him, and that losing the one person you care about that listened to you 


was gone. 


Anya and | had a lot in common And as a matter of fact, | felt happy with her, and even though | was on 
tour, | wanted to be with her. Well, | wanted to play music, but | wanted her by my side. And for once in a 
long time, | felt motivated. 


-b months later- 


Syd Barrett had completely.. left the band. We were all sad, but there was just no way he could continue to 
work with us. | was sad, too, but | didn’t let it get to me. Like Anya always said, " Bad things happen, and you 
must learn to live with them, but not let them affect you in a way where it affects your life negatively." And 
| did just that, it was hard, but | did it. 


| look at Anya, now my girlfriend, as a lifesaver. b months ago | was in a very bad place, contemplated things 


that | should not have. And | am grateful for her for coming to me and taking the time to know and listen to 
me. Just that little gesture she made to me changed my life completely. And | will always be thankful for that, 


and | love her. 


